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"Carl Hansen's Concept of Christmas"
by DAVID IVERSEN
INTRODUCTION
As one of the major Danish-American immigrant writers
of the early 20th century, Carl Hansen wrote short stories,
sketches, and one novel, co-founded (with Oscar W. Lund)
The Christmas journal Julegranen, and published Dansk Jul i
Amerika in 1909. This paper will focus on three stories,
published in Landmrend: Fortrellinger by Dansk Boghandel
in Cedar Falls, Iowa in 1908, which have Christmas as a
theme. The three stories are: For 30 aar siden (30 Years
Ago"), Bowlegged Joe ("Bowlegged Joe"), and Gamle Hans
Nielsen's sidste Jul ("Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas").
What follows is a brief look at "Carl Hansen's concept of
Christmas" as it appears in this one collection of short
stories, which, as Hansen states in his "Forward to
Kandsmrend, have been previously published in different
weekly papers, magazines, and Christmas annuals.
"30Years Ago"
In the story "30 Years Ago" ["For 30 Aar Siden"] the
narrator reminisces about an event at Christmastime which
took place 30 years ago but which he remembers "as though
it were yesterday." The story involves both the narrator and
his childhood playmate, Jacob Clausen. They had gone to
school together as small boys and were now studying
together for final exams and were planning on going home
together for the holiday, as they did each year. This year,
though, it looked doubtful because of a snowstorm. Because
of the storm, Jacob discovers that the trains out of Copenhagen are snowed in, and it appears as though the two boys
will not get home for Christmas. This prospect is too much
for them and the rest of the story is a chillingly realistic
portrayal of their struggle through a blizzard to make it
home in time for Christmas.
-9-

"Bowlegged Joe"

"Bowlegged Joe" is the story of Johannes Marcussen, an
immigrant from Aarhus who has been in America for
fourteen years and since his arrival in "the world's biggest
mill city on the Mississippi River" he has "loaded flour onto
railroad cars." He got his name because "he was bowlegged
- even his best friends could not deny it."
In the beginning of this story Joe and his wife are talking
about money. Joe wants to set some aside for retirement, but
his wife wants to spend it on other things, and does, and
shortly thereafter the workers at the mill go on strike, for
better wages and shorter working hours. This plunges Joe
into gloom and despair, feelings which grow and intensify as
he stands on the picket line, is struck in the forehead by a
brick when the picketers rush the building, and discovers
when he reports back to work after his recovery that, "his
place is taken." The rest of the story is heart-wrenching
description of Joe's growing despair and melancholy over his
unemployment, and the efforts by his wife to restore the
harmony and tranquility of the household in time for
Christmas.
"Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas"

The ability to experience or partake of the spirit of
Christmas is poignantly portrayed in the story, "Old Hans
Nielsen's Last Christmas." In this story Old Hans Nielsen has
come to America from Denmark to be with his daughter and
son-in-law, who own a large, prosperous farm and whose
pietistic interpretation of the Bible does now allow for the
celebration of Christmas. The story centers on Old Hans
Nielsen's reaction to this lack of the Christmas spirit and his
attempt to remember what Christmas had been like in the
old country.
On this one farm Carl Hansen juxtaposes the daughter
and son-in-law on the one hand, and Old Hans Nielsen on
-the other. The daughter and son-in-law are so caught up
with their religion and its literal interpretation of the Bible,
as well as with running the farm, that they are blind and
oblivious to the spirit and joy of Christmas. Old Hans
Nielsen, on the other hand, is repelled b_ythe dichotomy of
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prosperity versus the utter lack of the joy of living, and turns
inward to the warm memories of his past. He is able to
experience and partake of the spirit of Christmas, whereas
the daughter and son-in-law are not. The only apparent
spirit of Christmas that the pastor can seemingly convey to
Old Hans Nielsen is to say goodby and wish him a Merry
Christmas. This story illustrates what Donald K. Watkins
has described as "Carl Hansen's humorous and yet keenly
edged criticism of pastoral wisdom [which] recalls his lifelong protest against joyless dogmatism." 1 Christmas
ultimately comes across as joyful in this story, despite the
pervasive joylessness on the farm and the complete absence
of the warm Christmas celebration, due to the religious
coldness of the daughter and son-in-law.
"Bowlegged Joe" is a story which illustrates both the
"almost inevitable progression of the ambitious immigrant
from poverty, through difficult times, to a position of
economic success" and "Hansen's predominant interest in
'mennesket', i.e. the effect of material wealth and poverty
upon an individual's daily life and values." 2 This story also
demonstrates the theme of immigrant women as "the ones
who are responsible for maintaining both the physical and
spiritual basis for a home life," 3 in this case preserving a
traditional family Christmas celebration. Joe's wife is
compelled by the memories of Christmas past to seek out the
pastor for assistance in helping them to again celebrate
Christmas in the traditional way, a custom which is
threatened by Joe's unemployment. Her desperate plea for
help from Pastor Smith is indicative of the fact that women
in Hansen's stories tend to be "the most sympathetic and
suffering members of the immigrant families." 4
Similarly, the narrator in "30 Years Ago" is remembering
a particular Christmas event from his past, a journey
through snow to get home for Christmas which was
prompted by his memory as a teenager of how Christmas
had been celebrated in a warm environment when he was a
young boy growing up, a tradition which was threatened by
a snowstorm. In all three stories events are taking place that
threaten the traditional celebration of Christmas, and in all
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three stories the protagonists are able to overcome the threat
and preserve their Christmas tradition.
It is not hard to understand why the tradition of
Christmas was held so dearly by the protagonists in these
stories, and perhaps by Carl Hansen as well. Dorothy
Burton Skardal has documented in her book, The Divided
Heart, just how important Christmas was in the Old
Country, "where it was the climax of the year." 5 No wonder
then that the memory of this annual climax was so great for
the narrator and his friend Jacob in "Thirty Years Ago" that
they would not even allow a monstrous snowstorm in the
Old Country prevent them from preserving and observing
their established Christmas tradition. This memory of
Christmas past often intensified at Christmastime in the New
Country, and in order to combat homesickness, many immigrants "strove to reestablish [the] Christmas celebration
according
to Old-Country
patterns
in their new
surroundings." 6 One can infer that that is what Bowlegged
Joe and his wife did shortly after their arrival in the New
World, and why, after fourteen years, Joe's unemployment
was such a threat to their long-established tradition.
As Skarda! points out, "ways of observing Christmas in
immigrant homes came to cover a wide span. At one end was
no celebration at all ... At the other end of the scale, many
families continued to observe their own selection of OldWorld customs .... " 7 and this is demonstrated by the
daughter and son-in-law in "Old Hans Nielsen's Last
Christmas" and by Joe's wife in "Bowlegged Joe." Whether
Danish-Americans regarded Christmas as a spiritual and
familial link between Denmark and America, or a religious
contrivance, the sheer volume of Christmas stories written
by Hansen suggests that: 1) Hansen recognized that
Christmas was a popular theme which the Danish-American
immigrant population was eager to read about, thereby
providing him with a cure for his "digteritis," the nagging
urge to write and be published;" 8 and 2) that Hansen also
realized that "the Old-World meaning of Christmas was
[being] lost . . . . [regardless ofl whether the process was fast
or slow. What had been shared by the whole community in
-12-

Europe [was becoming] a private matter in the new land,
and ... individual families [were becoming less capable of]
maintaining
the full complexity of the tradition. " 9
Consequently, writing stories about Christmas was one
means of preserving this tradition which was under the
constant pressure of becoming American.
CONCLUSION
In these three stories there is the juxtapositioning of
darkness and light, coldness and warmth, past and present.
There is the physical darkness and coldness of the night and
the snow, of being unemployed in winter, and the spiritual
darkness and coldness of the religion of the daughter, and of
how Christmas is celebrated, might be celebrated, or is not
celebrated, in the present, versus the warmth and light of
Christmas both celebrated and remembered. I believe that
Carl Hansen's concept of Christmas is threefold: 1) it is an
essential spiritual and physical link between the present of
the New Country and the past of the Old Country and a
source of light and warmth which provides an escape from
the trials, tribulations and coldness of life as an immigrant;
2) it is a means of preserving the "realistic, positive view of
the human condition; 10 and 3) it is a topic which was readily
publishable in a relatively small literary market.
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30Years Ago
I remember it as though it were yesterday.
And yet it is 30 years ago.
Winter came early that year. Already in late November
the snow came floating in large, broad, white flakes, which
settled on the roofs and between the houses.
The frost and the storm came later. The snow no longer
fell softly and mildly. Like small, sharp, hard bits of corn it
bored itself into holes and cracks, while poor folk sighed and
dreaded the hard winter, which was expected.
Close toward Christmas it got worse. The wind howled
about the corners, and small drifts laid themselves across the
street.
From my little study in one of Copenhagen's suburbs I
could look out over the graves in the "Assistant's Cemetery."
The drifts drew up to the monuments and covered the
inscriptions, so no one could see, whether it was a titular
Councillor of State and Knight of Dannebrog or just a rich
tailor, who lay buried under the tall, ostentatious marble
stone.
Over on the other side of the street-with a window out
toward the cemetery-lived my childhood playmate Jacob
Clausen. We had gone to school together as small boys, now
we went together to study for the final graduation examination, and went home together each year for the holiday.
Two days before Christmas Eve he came rushing in to me
in great agitation.
"Hey you!" he shouted while he was still in the door."The
trains are not running!"
"Not running?" I asked, "why are they not running?"
"Because they are snowed in, you fool," said Jacob and
threw himself on my sofa, so that it cracked, "and we
can snap our fing~rs in vain to get home for Christmas Eve."
-15-

Not home for Christmas Eve! Even though I was 15 years
old and a big guy - much bigger than I am now - I got
tears in my eyes.
"But Jacob," I said, "we can not celebrate Christmas Eve
in Copenhagen,"
"No-uh-no,
well, maybe not," he admitted.
"No, naturally, there are no proper people, who can.
And besides - as you can see - the weather has improved."
I looked out. It snowed worse than ever before, and the
clouds hung blue-black over the rooftops.
Next morning we were up early. The sky was clearer, but
the snow drifted the ground in large, rough banks.
We went out to the train station. A group of discouraged
people wandered and drifted up and down the vestibule.
Two solitary porters sat in the gapingly empty baggage
room, where hundreds of suitcases were usually stacked up.
The man with the gold braids on his cap, who had
phenominal practice in selling tickets, sat with folded hands
in front of the ticket window and announced continuously ,
almost automatically, that "all traffic was stopped. There
was no chance to get through with any train today."
When Jacob and I went home, we agreed that the Danish
Government was the most wretched in the world when it
could not at least once get its trains through such a small bit
of snow!
I went to the tutor in the afternoon. One could just as
well be studious, since there really wasn't going to be anything of Christmas anyhow.
In the evening I went round by the train station. A large
sign announced that "if the weather does not worsen during
the night, the train would depart for Roskilde tomorrow at
7:45 a.m."
"Yeah, to Roskilde," said Jacob, when out of breath I told
him my discovery, "but from there we have damn well over
4 miles to home."
"Ah, but if we first arrive at Roskilde," I said, "then there
will always be an opportunity to go further. The miller from
Bransbjerg is always in Roskilde on Christmas Eve day, and
the poult12' shopkeeper as well."
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Next morning we stood at the train station. A whole
herd of laughing, joyful people eased forward toward the
ticket window. "Rosildel Roskilde!" it said. Most people like us - had to go further, and had - like us - a vague
hope of further conveyance.
So we took the train.
A couple of times the train stood still, but by noon time
the train puffed in into the venerable cathedral city.
A swarm of people beseiged the hotel, and the confused
innkeeper darted about between the tables like a galloping
seal, nervously breaking glasses and bottles.
The outdoor servant asserted that every miller or poultry
shopkeeper had been in the city the last 14 days, "because
there is too much snow out in the region."
"Yes, yes," said Jacob, "so we walk."
"Of course," I answered, "we walk!"
We bought a couple of loaves of Franksbrodat a baker
and then we started out.
The first mile along the broad, straight main road went
perfectly. We sang the Socialist march - it was modern then
- and assured each other, that it was completely enjoyable
to knead through the snow at Christmastime with thin-soled
shoes and kid gloves.
We came to a forest - it may well have been Borrevejle
- and the snow was over our knees. Sweat covered our
foreheads, and fatigue turned up as a dull tremor in our
knees.
When the mile post showed, that we had gone two miles,
it began to get dark, so we sat in the lee of a hedge and ate
our Franksbrod.
It cheered us up a little, but when we had walked a half
mile, the dull, fatiguing sensation became stronger than
before.
Jacob said something now and then but I did not feel like
answering. Like a machine, once it is started, my legs
worked in the snow. The wind, which was almost straight
against us, slapped our faces so that the skin burned and
swelled.
Forward march.
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It became darker and darker.
When I closed my eyes one time, a feeling of comfort
poured through my body. One time I stopped and turned my
back to the wind. Out over the field one could see dimly four
or five lights. They were people - probably joyfull and
happy - who celebrated Christmas and ate good, warm
food.
After all, everyone there probably had a couple of
glowing warm potatoes each!
I turned again toward the wind.
Forward march I
Bent double, with your shoulders up and swinging our
arms, we trudged along.
Then Jacob stopped and took my arm. "Now we shall
soon veer off," he said.
'I believe - I will - sit down for a while."
"Damned if you do!" he shook me by the shoulders.
"Now we shall turn left, then it will be better. If one
could just find the road."
A quarter of an hour later we turned onto a by-way. It
helped a little bit, since we had the wind more to the side.
We struggled forward for half an hour, then it came to
me, that we were walking continuously up a hill, and in
order to make it easier I tried to zig-zag my way forward.
"What is the matter with you?" You stagger about as
though you were drunk," said Jacob with a thick voice
I did not answer. I just moved my legs forward, forward,
forward, as though knocked along by blows to my back.
"This grinding along, by Jove, is wrong," said Jacob and
stopped with a start.
"What?"
"It is the wrong road! I think we turned to early."
"Hml" - I did not care.
Again forward!
There was whistling in my head, and I saw stars, which
by the hundreds drew circles between each other.
"We might as well inquire at the first house," I heard
Jacob say, but it sounded as though he was far, far away.
He came across the road and took me under the arm.
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I tried to say something, to thank him for his help, but
the words got stuck in my throat in a thick clump.
We walked for a long time - it seemed to me for several
hours.
Then Jacob suddenly shouted:
"We are now by a house!"
It lay a few steps from us, with clear windows shining out
toward the road.
He knocked, and went in.
And there in the clear, mild daylight stood my childhood
best friend, Andreas, who had worked for my parents for
many years, and his plump, little wife, Nielsine, who
weaved for my mother.
"Oh you poor boy-," she began, but before she went
further, I said with a voice which I at once did not know:
"I will go to bed!"
I did so, but I could not sleep. It marched and marched in
my legs and through my whole body, as though I still walked
along the snow covered road.
Next morning Andreas drove us home.
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Bowlegged Joe
For fourteen full years Johannes Marcussen had worked
at the big flour mill in the world's biggest mill city on the
Mississippi River. In the office he was called Number 321,
but the workers called him "Bowlegged Joe."
Because he was bowlegged - even his best friends could
not deny it.
Otherwise he was a handsome, little man, especially on
Sunday, when he put on his long overcoat and went to
church. The curled, grizzled beard framed a broad, regular
face with a clear, white skin color, to which the flour through
the many years had given a curious complexion. And at
funerals or other solemn occasions, when he had his tall,
black hat on, there were many who confused him with one
of the city's millionaires.
For daily purpose it was not any great amount, which
was given to Bowlegged Joe to pay interest on: he loaded
flour onto railroad cars.
Loaded flour onto railroad cars! Day after day, summer
and winter. And everyone had a need for flour: it was sent to
South America, where the small republics' soldiers were
fixed on half rations, because the treasury lacked money; it
was sent to China, to Australia, to Russia; and one day a
load was sent to Aarhus, which was Bowlegged Joe's
hometown.
"There must be more and more people corning into the
world," thought Joe, "for there is need for more flour, as the
years go by." The entire train, loaded only with flour, was
sent out from the colossal mill by the muddy river with the
poetic name.
But every evening, when the clock struck 6 and the steam
pipe sent its blast out over the city, Joe took his dinner pail,
walked up to the nearest corner, crowded into the overfilled
-20--

streetcar and rode home, for it was too far to walk, almost four miles.
Ten years ago he had bought a cozy little house on an
easy installment plan. Three years ago he finished his
monthly payments.
Free of debt he sat in his house with the nice little flower
garden in front, and in the last three years he had bought an
organ for his daughter "who had talent," and the oldest son
was studying at the university to be a doctor.
And Bowlegged Joe began to talk with his wife, that
perhaps it was time to put some money into the savings
bank, "so one could have a little bit to live on, when one
becomes old and decrepit."
But Madam Joe wanted new furniture in her "parlor,"
and the daughter absolutely had to have a silk dress, because
she was going to sing with a ladies' quartet at an evening
banquet for the benefit of the drought-stricken in Texas.
But Joe shook his head and mumbled something into his
frizzled beard, that it was wrong, if one did not have money
to live on in these times, "because something could easily
happen, that one had never imagined."
And early in the fall "something happened." It had hung
in the air, it was whispered about in the flour-dusted rooms,
it was talked about in the taverns. The word, which was first
so quietly whispered, grew stronger and was talked about
loudly and audibly one day even in the mill owner's office.
The word was: strike!
Bowlegged Joe got orders to stop working in the middle
of the morning. He protested, that could never do, - the car
must be loaded!
A powerful hand grabbed him by the neck, and between
two large, muscular Swedes he went out of the gate.
The workers stood in groups out on the mill square, and
quite a few were drunk. Curses and other words about the
employers and the capitalists cut through the crowd, which
became larger and larger. Flock after flock of workers came
out from all the mills. The work was stopped over the whole
line.
"Not one cogwheel goes round", - that was the plan!
-21-

A tall, freckled Irishman, who was called Tim
McGannan, came out from a tavern with a stool which he
sprang up on and began to speak: "Remember, comrades!"
he shouted, "we demand shorter working hours! Eight hours
of work is enough for free American citizens! And we
demand that our 'Union' be recognized! We will have our
voice heard on the Board, when it involves yanking a man
from his livelihood! We will take part in deciding, who shall
be foreman at the mills! Free mep do not allow themselves to
be ruled by the first one that comes along, whom the welldressed citizens get in mind to appoint! Do not become
scabs!" he bellowed it out, - "a thief, a robber, a murderer
is a man of honor compared to a scab! The man, who goes
into these mills to work, takes the bread out of the mouth of
thousands of comrades! And, mark you well my words, the man, who tries to betray his comrades here and lift a
finger in order to get work, he will be ill treated! He will be
killed! His house will be burned! His wife and children -II

A detachment of police forced its way into the square,
and the Irishman was pulled down from the stool. The police
chief's voice rang out clearly and authoritatively over the
mass of people.
"To strike is every worker's right," he said, "but it is the
duty of the police to protect this city and its citizens against
wrongdoing and injustice. Now go home, all of you! And do
your best to reach an agreement with your employers!"
Some grumbled here and there, but everyone turned
around and headed away from the mill square.
And the taverns down there by the river did a splendid
business.
But Bowlegged Joe went home. He sat and huddled in the
nearly empty streetcar. An inexpressible hopelessness fell
over him; he felt so endlessly alone, so poor and abandoned.
The flour sacks and railroad cars had gradually grown
together with him as a part of his life.
His wife stood outside the house and puttered about with
the wild vines, which twisted themselves around the
veranda. She turned around, when the streetcar stopped.
-22-

"Dear me, Johannes! What is the matter? Are you siclZ?"
"strike"
Her face became ashen. Now "something had happened,"
and she thought about the silk dress and the new furniture.
Next morning Joe got up early as usual, because he
simply had to go to the city with the usual streetcar.
"What are you riding to town for, Joe7" said the
conductor, why don't you stay in bed, until your whole
body is black and blue. You mill people shall certainly have
easy days now - huh! You are a flock of fools! What do you
have to complain about? Ten hours of work and lifelong
positions, when you do, what must you do! Any other poor
wretch must work 14-16 hours a day for a poor salary, and
account for every nickel, one has in hand; and then one is
hounded every moment by the inspector and the subinspector and the head conductor and the whole lot of them!"
"Why don't you go on strike?"
'We have, - twice - and lost both times."
Joe got off at the mill square like usual. The huge square
buildings rose up tall and ghost-like toward the gray fall sky,
heavy with rain . Oh how he missed the hollow whistle
sound and the steady, monotonous rumble of the hundred
cogwheels.
A dozen police officers kept watch over the buildings,
silent and worn out with watching.
"Surely they must also work more than ten hours a day."
thought Joe.
He wandered about on a large, deserted square, here and
there stood a small group of workers who chatted, mostly,
that winter stood at the door and fuel was simply so
incredibly expensive.
Tim McGannan came. He talked loudly and gesticulated
with his long loose-jointed arms.
"We must rally round the mills, " he said, "they have telegraphed to Texas for twelve hundred Negroes. When they
come, we must watch out, that not a single one slips in. First
we must explain to them the situation in a friendly way, and
if it is not enough, - then -yeah, I won 't say any more,
but you must understand, that no one slips into the mills
-23-

alive."
Joe took his place in the living chain, and the day slid by
gray and sad.
Three days went by and no Negros or scabs appeared.
But in the morning of the fourth day at the usual time the
shrill roar from the steam whistles cut through the heavy air,
and the characteristic
monotone rumble began. The
cogwheels went round, the belts were tightened, activity
began to stir, and it was as though the heart began to beat in
a huge body.
There was movement and unrest on the square. What did
this mean! Joe moved, as though he would go inside.
Who would load the railroad cars?
Tim McGannan came running from the nearest tavern.
"Steady, comrades! This is just what I expected. The
great employers will try to deceive us, the machines are
working, and they shall be allowed to, but there isn't any
flour being ground. You can see for yourselves, that not a
single sack is coming out .of the doors."
And it appeared as though he was right, as most of the
day went by. But in the evening in the twilight the doors out
to the train track were suddenly flung to the side and a dozen
white-dad men began in feverish haste to load the empty
cars.
"Who is it? Who are the scabs? Is it Negroes? Who is it?"
And some ventured near enough to see, and the answer
came back:
"It is the clerks from the office, the foreman, the engineer
and even the boss himself."
The whole night the workers kept the watch, but the next
morning the whistle again gave notice and the cogwheels
sounded muffled, heavy, like thunder, which gives notice of
storms and bad weather. But the sound was genuine, there was
no more doubt: it was wheat, which was crushed and
pulverized under the thousand teeth and cogwheels.
A car was sent out. Two officers sat on the box and a
score of boxes surrounded it, what must it mean? But a
couple of hours later it came back, filled with provisions,
lots of provisions.
-24-

They wondered if then there were many in there? Was it
possible, that scabs, - maybe even some of the comrades had sneaked in, protected by the night, protected by the
police?
"Where are the men I put on watch last night?" Tim
McGannan cut in, "Where is Johnson? Where is Davis?
Where is Rundquist? Where is Grog? - - - When a head
count was taken, nearly thirty men were missing.
Tim McGannan did not say one word, he turned with a
shrug and walked up to the city.
Bowlegged Joe stood and wished, that he had followed
the example of the thirty, then he would have been in there
now, then he would have noticed the dust settle close and
thin on his face and beard, and then he could have taken a
sack, heave it up and throw it from himself again. Because he
understood it, he had the knack! Lord God, how wretched a
sin it was last night to see the clerks handle a flour sack.
A roar of many voices, a scream from a hundred throats
tore him from his thoughts. The square was black with
people, mostly working people from the mills, but also many
women and half-grown boys.
"Scabs! Scabs!" it shrieked through the air. A stone
rattled against a window, another clattered against a door
and in less than five minutes there was not one unbroken
windowpane left in the huge building. Stones, coal, and
pieces of wood whistled through the air, crossed, and many
fell down into the crowd of people, which unceasingly
shrieked, made noise and screeched, "Scabs! Scabs!" in all
keys!
A pale, frightened face appeared for a moment in one of
the smashed windows, and hundreds of projectiles were
leveled at it, and the face disappeared in a flash.
"Into the mill!" Find these wretched scabs!" it was
shouted, and the crowd surged toward the entrance.
But there, as if grown up out of the ground, stood a force
of police, strong men with short batons.
Then it began to rain in thick sheets, which nearly
knocked a person down.
Two fire engines sent cold water in over the furious mass
-25-

of people and cooled the hot blood.
Still a roar! Still a taunt in through the broken windows
and gradually the crowd was loosened.
There lay half a score of wounded people in the square,
whom the police gathered up and took to the hospital in the
ambulance.
One of them was Bowlegged Joe. He was hit in the
forehead by a brick. The doctor cleaned the wound, stitched
it together, said it was insignificant and sent him home.
The workers tried once more to sort out the confusion,
but the majority understood, that the battle was lost. In the
course of the night many snuck into the office and asked for
work.
Among them was Tim McGannan.
And the next day there was a veritable migration to all
the mills, many more people, then there was need for.
Bowlegged Joe lay in bed and fantasized. The blow was
worse, than the doctor had thought, but as soon as he could
stand, he reported to the office.
The boss looked at the thick, red scar in Joe's forehead.
He took a ledger down from the shelf.
"Number 321," he said, "I cannot do anything for you!
Your place is taken."
Joe went pale.
"I have worked here for 14 years," he mumbled.
"And then you were dumb enough to join in breaking our
windows," said the boss glumly, "but that happens to be
your own matter. - Like I said, we have no need for you!"
Joe walked the long way home on his tottering legs,
because he did not think he could afford to ride.
When he came into his room, he sat down and buried his
face in his hands.
And as the days went by, the idea grew in him, that as
long as he did not make any money, he must absolutely not
give any out.
When it began to be cold, he would not allow the fire to
be lit.
"I have no money to buy coal!" he cried.
"Yes, but the house is still worth something. Couldn't we
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borrow?" tried his wife.
''Borrow - Who will loan money to an unemployed man.
And one must pay interest on a loan, and where will I get
that from?"
"But, dear Johannes, we must still live!"
"Live! I do not know what we must do. One perhaps has
no right to live, when one is unemployed."
At the table he simply sat and watched his wife and
children with greedy eyes, as if he envied them for every bite
of the modest food, they put in their mouths.
He went out every day and looked for work. Now and
then he also got a little bit to do, but was quickly dismissed,
because the only thing he could do was to lay flour sacks in a
railroad car.
And every evening he walked down to the mill square
and listened to the steady, heavy, monotonous rumble. Then
he leaned for a moment against the wall in order to feel the
characteristic vibration, which went through the huge
machinery, and with heavy steps he walked the long way to
his comfortless home in order to watch once more each piece
of coal, which was allowed to go into the fire, and each bite
of food, which had to be eaten.
He lay awake the long winter nights and tossed and
turned in bed. Often he stood up and walked back and forth
in the cold rooms.
Joe's wife had never in her life had need for independence. She had steadfastly taken care of her house and been
good toward her husband and her children, but she had
never thought, that the world could ask for more, or for
anything else, from her.
She searched her heart to find advice or a way out, and
finally one day, when Joe as usual sat collapsed and restless
in his chair, she got an idea, and even she was surprised, that
it had not come to her long ago.
She would go up and talk with the pastor.
In "the good time" she and her husband used to go to
church almost every Sunday, and Joe had once been a
member of the church council many years ago. The pastor
had baptized all three children and confirmed the two oldest.
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For many years Pastor Smith had moved among his
emigrated countrymen. He had listened to a lot of distress,
both earthly and spiritual, and with a gentle hand he had
guided, counselled, comforted, and helped.
And he understood the poor woman, who sat in front of
him and told of her distress. - "And in a couple of days we
have Christmas," she said, "and you see, it is our habit to
always have a Christmas tree with gifts for the children. It is
now such a custom, since they were small, that we, of
course, have never been able to get ourselves to drop it. But
this year nothing will happen, because Johannes will surely
never tolerate, that even one penny is spent for anything.
And that I suppose can also be quite correct, when one is
unemployed."
"Do they suffer distress?"
"No, not as such, because Andreas, the oldest boy, who
otherwise will become a doctor, got a job you see as a clerk
at an insurance office, and Maria is at a dressmaker's workroom, and Christian sells newspapers, but you see it is like
this. The only thing there is in the world for Johannes is the
mill, and he sits and broods over that and wanders about the
floor at night because of that. It has been so sad, so sad the
whole time, Pastor Smith, and now - as it - soon becomes
Christmas - I am at my wit's end. Unless you can help!"
A couple of large, salty tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Yes I do not know," said the pastor, "it could very well
be, - I think, that there are somewhat more pieces of advice
and alternatives at Christmastime than at any other time of
the year. The Americans have a Santa Claus and we Danes
have a Julenisse, who bring to the people's children what
they desire. You go home now, my dear, and try to believe,
that the good Christmas Angel will also bring joy to you and
your whole house."
And as the old, sorely tried woman walked slowly home,
it seemed to her, that the low winter sun shone brighter and
clearer down upon the earth, than it usually did.
The pastor put on his jacket and went straight up to the
finest and richest house in the whole city, there, where the
millionaire lived, the one who talked big at the stockholders'
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meetings and could become a congressman, if he wanted to.
And the rich man knew well the poor, Danish pastor.
"So what is the matter, Pastor Smith?" he said and shook
his hand, "perhaps you lack a bell for the Danish church? Or
a chandelier? Or is the steeple about to fall down? Just say
the word and you will get, what you desire, for the Danesare good people, good, hard-working, industrious people."
"Thank you, but this time it is neither church bell nor
chandelier nor steeple," said the pastor and he performed his
errand clearly and concisely.
"I would rather give a church bell," said the millionaire
smiling.
"But that was not what I asked for."
"No, but I have nothing to do with firing and hiring
people at the mills. That is something, which I never meddle
in, which I cannot meddle in. The boss down there does not
tolerate it, the stockholders do not tolerate it. My dear
pa$tor, I really cannot."
"It will soon be Christmas," said the pastor, "at
Christmastime one person will gladly do a favor for another.
Now I have asked you to do me a service, try now to ask the
boss down there to do you a service. - Now at Christmastime!"
"No, dear Pastor Smith, let us stay at the church steeple,
I will give you a couple hundred dollars, then you can help
the man to have a Merry Christmas and he can mange
through the winter, then he will well enough find work in the
spring."
"But I have told you, you see, that it as the work at the
mill and with the sacks of flour, that this is all about. It is
that, the man is dying of."
The large man sat and stroked his goatee.
"But him, the other one, - who already has the job, him, whom neither you nor I know. What shall we do with
him!"
"Thank you!" said the pastor, "now I know, that you will
help my man! The other one - yes, his personal happiness
most likely does not depend upon carrying flour sacks. If
there is no place for him at the mill, then send him to me. -29-

I heard a couple of days ago, for that matter, that there were
763 men, who worked in the mill - what if there should
become 764, - I wonder if it would destroy the company!"
The millionaire laughed and shook the pastor's hand
goodbye.
"Next morning - the day before Christmas Eve - one of
the office boys came out to Bowlegged Joe with a card. The
boss desired his presence at precisely 10 o'clock.
Joe gave a start. That kind of card was sent out "when
there was something wrong," he asserted. But he must show
them, that he dared to go up there - and in hurried haste he
put on his coat and hat, and fifteen minutes before the hour
he stood in the office, where a clerk took the card and
showed it to the boss.
"Ah, it is you! Yes, please sit down! Johnson, bring a
chair!"
Sit down! Here among the fine office folk! Yes, there was
something quite completely wrong! If only they would get it
over with quickly!
The door to the private office was opened, and a proud,
plump, gray-beared man came quietly in and sat at a desk.
"You used to work here, and your number was 321,
correct?"
The boss was superciliously civil.
"Yes."
"The man, who - during the strike - was hired in your
place, has been sent down to the machine room. He was no
good at handling flour sacks. We have found out that you,
Mr. - ah - Number 321, was one of the best men, we have
had for that job, and therefore it is our pleasure to offer you
your old job again, - if you desire it."
If he desired it!
Joe's face twitched and his lips trembled.
"Thank you!" he whispered.
"You can begin the day after tomorrow. The wages are
naturally as before. Here is your old number."
Joe clutched his brass plate. It was as though he met a
well-known and dear old friend.
"Thank you! Thank you very much!" he said and turned
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to walk out.
Then the proud, gray-beared man nodded to him and
said:
"Merry Christmas!"
He had to go to the warehouse and swing a flour sack in
his arms just once. And he carried it as warmly and softly as
though it were a baby.
Then he rode home, and the streetcar was full of happy
Christmas people, who had packages in their hands and in
all their pockets.
"Merry Christmas, Mother!" he shouted. "I've got my
job again! And now we will have a Christmas tree, and
tomorrow we will go to church, and the next day I will go to
work!"
And Pastor Smith talked in his sermon about the joy of
Christmas, which that person understood best, who had
fought against sorrow, and Joe nodded. He understood it
completely.
And up in the rich millionaire's house there was a
Christmas tree with expensive Christmas gifts, diamonds
and gold, but the old rich man sat in his chair and became
lost in thought. "I brought Christmas joy to someone," he
thought. "All that he asked for, was to be allowed to work."
And the old man folded his hands and prayed to the Lord
of Christmas for permission to bring comfort and joy to all
of them, he found on his way, who would honestly work,
while it was day.
For the night comes - - -
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Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas
It had been two years since Hans Nielsen had arrived in
America. His daughter and his son-in-law had written to him
and sent him travel money. They thought it was shameful
that in his last years he should wear himself out as a simple
farmhand on the manor at Alsted. He must come to them;
they had enough "worldly goods" so that over here he would
want for nothing.
Hans Nielsen thought the letter was a bit formal, but all
the same, he believed it was best to accept the offer. In recent
years, he had been badly plagued with rheumatism and
asthma, and the hard physical labor on the manor farm had
become difficult for him. Certainly too, his little room was
lonely. So he sold his few belongings and set out on the long,
difficult journey.
Father and daughter had not seen each other for sixteen
years, and they were both glad to be reunited. The son-inlaw had prospered and had a large farm in one of the midwestern states. Hans Nielsen was given his own room,
furnished with a rocking chair and carpet on the floor.
When he looked through his window, he could survey
most of his son-in-law's holdings.
Out in the field grazed well-fed steers and sleek milk
cows, pigs too numerous to count jostled against one
another in the pigpen behind the barn, and out in the
farmyard, small chickens scurried among the long-legged,
gobbling turkeys.
Hans Nielsen ought to be content.
All his life he had enjoyed caring for animals though he
had never been able to own so much as a pig; he had not
lived on his son-in-law's farm for more than fourteen days
before he knew every pig and every calf, knew when the
hens were set and knew in the evenings when to fetch the
ducklings home from the creek. He watered and fed; he gave
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suckling calves milk, the pigs corn and chickens grain; he
planted and watered and became so occupied that he almost
forgot both his asthma and his rheumatism.
But he was not yet content - not completely.
First there were the children. He had eagerly anticipated
talking with the three boys, taking them on his lap and
playing with them.
And three healthy, handsome, bright boys they were.
But there was something about them which Hans Nielsen
didn't understand
and couldn't fathom. There was
something restless and jaunty about them, and when they
played out in the yard, they shouted and screamed as though
they had knives at their throats.
And besides, they spoke that foreign language which the
old man couldn't understand.
They could of course speak Danish; they spoke it for the
most part when talking with their mother. But they spoke it
as if forced to do so, and given the chance, they switched
over into English.
The son-in-law was a thin, slight man, with a long,
reddish beard and light matted hair. He was between thirty
and forty years old, but he looked as though he were closer
to sixty. When he walked, he slouched forward, moving his
feet in an awkward clumsy, stumbling manner. He didn't
talk much and used many foreign words and expressions
when he did at last say something.
His daughter, who in Denmark had been a beautiful
slender girl, was now stooped, gray in the face, and already
had deep wrinkles around her eyes and mouth. To help on
this large farm, a job which in Hans Nielsen's opinion
required at least four farmhands and two girls, the son-inlaw had only a hired boy of about seventeen. Because of this,
much was neglected and much went to waste.
The work never ended. There wasn't time to take a little
nap after the noon meal, and the household chores dragged
on until bedtime.
And then there was the fact that his daughter had
changed her faith. What the sect was that she and her
husband belonged to Hans Nielsen never found out, but it
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ended in "-ists," and it filled their lives with a peculiar
morose surliness which could be seen in all their conduct and
speech. For example, they never said, "We have a good
harvest this year," but rather "The good Lord in heaven has
granted us a bountiful harvest." If the husband were to go to
town with a load of hogs, he's say, "On Thursday, the good
Lord willing, I'll take the hogs to town." And the prayers he
drawled at meals were lengthened by his sighing and
moaning over the sinful world. When neighbors were discussed, a strict line was drawn between "the savedr, and "the
others."
This kind of Christianity offended Hans Nielsen. That
one called himself "saved" and numbered himself among
"the little flock" while at the same time frittering away his
best years in a dour, sad state, neglecting his children's upbringing and development, was beyond his understanding.
He'd always had a lively nature. The harvest festival on
the manor at Alsted and the other holidays had each been a
source of renewal in his life.
He was disappointed then when fall came and no harvest
festival was held at the son-in-law's.
But it was worse when Christmas came. No baking or
butchering, no excitement of anticipation, no festive spirit
filled the air.
And when he expressed his surprise, his daughter pointed
out to him that the Lord's birthday had been thought up by
the pastors back in the old country. "The shepherds were out
in the fields when the angel came," she said, "and we all
know they wouldn't be out there in winter."
"There's perhaps some truth in that," replied old Hans
Nielsen, ''but after all, there's something beautiful about
such a holiday."
"But there's nothing about Christmas in God's Word!"
snapped the daughter, and she continued as though she read
from a book, "For six days you shall do your work and on
the seventh day you shall rest. It's God's word and
commandment, and we know no other holidays in our
house."
Hans Nielsen carried the dispute no further. And when
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Christmas Eve came, he locked himself in his room, hummed
a Psalm and went to bed.
But he had to confess to himself that he wasn't satisfied
with the conditions here in the new world.
And as time passed, he began to yearn for the old ways.
He longed to dig ditches and to mow rye and to afterwards rest his weary bones with an after-dinner nap, or to
enjoy the fellowship of the harvest festival. He longed for the
thick bread and bacon drippings between meals and to afterwards enjoy the harvest festival dinner, the rice pudding, the
rib roast with sweet cracklings, and the cebleskiver.
"There's no pleasure taken in good living over here," he
thought. "Here, all one gets is meat and potatoes every day."
He loathed the long prayers, the constant lamenting over
sin. He longed for the vaulted church at home and the old,
white-haired, gentle country pastor.
His yearnings left him weak and faint. He lost pleasure in
caring for the cattle and pigs, and he sat up in his room and
looked out over the square, wide, flat fields.
When Christmas again drew near, he was tired of the
monotonous view out over the open prairie. He lay in bed
and remembered.
He remembered his childhood home with the little castiron stove and the rough, uneven earthen floor. His parents
were poor people, and he had to go out and glean the fields,
but when holidays came there was always money for roast
pork and perhaps a few cebleskiver. It still thrilled him to
think of the festive air that permeated the room at those
mealtimes. And tears came to his eyes when he remembered
how on those evenings, he and his brothers and sisters had
each in turn gone up to their father and mother and shook
hands, thanking them for the evening meal.
That memory carried him further.
He had earned his living on the manor as foreman of the
farmhands. lt was he who had gone in front with the scythe
during the harvest time, and it was he who had lifted the
heaviest sacks. But it was also he who led the singing when
the toast was proposed to the master and mistress, and it was
he who danced the first dance with the housemaid, Sofie,
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who later became his bride.
Sofie!
Yes, she had been a faithful wife. The times became hard;
he had had to go off to war where he was wounded and only
slowly recovered. On his return to the manor, he was only a
hired hand, and they had difficulty making ends meet. But
when the harvest festival evening came, Sofie spread a
shining, white cloth on the table. And each Christmas Eve,
after their daughter, their only child, was old enough, there
had been a green bough in the room with some few candles
on it and some hard candy wrapped in colored paper.
Oh, how the little one beamed!
Yes, the years passed. Sofie was borne up to the church
cemetery, and the daughter emigrated to America. But in his
loneliness, he did not forget that holiest of evenings. A little
of the Christmas spirit found its way into his poor room.
His thoughts came to a standstill like a watch one has
forgotten to wind. He sighed and looked out over the large
barn.
Yes, here was prosperity and plenty at each meal, but
nothing to celebrate!
The day before Christmas Eve, Hans Nielsen became
very ill, and the Danish doctor was fetched.
There was nothing he could do.
"His life slips away," he said gravely. "Nature will take
her course."
And the warm-hearted doctor took the old man's hand
and looked him in the eyes ..
"Farvel, og gladelig jul!" he said .
Hans Nielsen smiled. It was the first time he'd heard the
familiar Danish Christmas greeting in this strange land.
The whole next day he lay with a bright smile on his lips.
"I can hear music," he said.
And at twilight, when that hallowed and high evening
began that is so full of the smiles and laughter of children,
when the Lord of heaven and earth sent out the Christmas
Angel to sound the bells and bring joy to people's voices, old
Hans Nielsen rose up and spread his arms as though he
embraced one of his dear ones.
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He then lay back and closed his tired eyes.
The darkness settled over the land. In town and in field,
in forest and on prairie the lights were lit in people's homes.
And the Christmas Angel flew home to his Lord and
Master. All were ready for the celebration - and Old Hans
Nielsen was not forgotten.
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